
THE VILLANOVAN

Father Bryson murmured a prayer for direc-

tion, as was his custom wheu uncertain of the

attitude of others. Then ke calmly proceeded
to the door, knocked, . waited a- moment,
knocked again, then entered.

A tired haggard tear-stained face met his

eyes. The utter weariness, the hopeless misery
stamped upon it made Father Bryson doubt for

the moment that he gazed on the countenance
of one who was esteemed among the few of

Ohio's happiest and most successful men. :

"1 beg your pardon, Sir, I beg it a thousand
times. 1 thought 1 heard an invitation to

enter, or I would never have thus intruded on
your privacy. Forgive me, please," and as he
said the words he went over, placed his arm
around the shoulder of Mr. Schuler, saying:
"What can 1 do for you? How can 1 help?"

Turning his glance from the ju)w boAved and
motionless head, he saw arranged on the desk
a series of photographs. One was that of an
elderly woman, the face framed in a mass of

white hair—the features strong, the mouth
with a smile of patient gentleness—a mother's
face, showing many traces of a mother's sacri-

fice. Next to her, was the regal image of a

beautiful girl in her bridal robes. The dark
pictured face was not imperious in its unique
beauty, but its eager soulful eyes demanded a

world of love and loyalty from those it sought
to serve ; one could easily see that half-meas-

ures or compromises of any kind would ring

the death knell of her happiness. Then came
children,—boys and girls—all sizes and ages,

petted darlings, winsome beings, whose evolu-

tion from babyhood to manhood was portrayed
with a fidelity that scrutinized each and every
change in the milestones of their years.

"It was a gallery of beauty, a gathering of

memories that should delight the heart and not

distress the soul," thought Father Bryson, but
he gave his thought no words. He was con-

tent to await the answer of his spoken plea.

"Father, you can't help me—no oiu^ can,

not even God. My children, I have robbed yon
of your heritage, of your

"Father, forget all this, please, today is a

day that haunts me with its ghosts. October
thirty-first was mother's birth and wedding
day, it was also the day of her death. 1, too,

was born aiul married on the same day. But
here, let us think no more about it and proceed
to business."

"No," responded Father Bryson, "I shall

come the day after tomorrow, if you can see

me then. It is simply. unpardonable for me to

thrust myself upon you in this way,—although
1 do wish T could be of some service to vou.

/>.

I feel so helpless, and you seeni so alone.

Can't I do anything?"
"No, nothing whatever, Father," replied Mr.

Schuler sweeping the photographs into an open
drawer of the desk. "Let us get down to busi-

ness. I can only give you a half hour."
That evening when talking to the Arch-

lushop after dinner. Father Bryson remarked

:

"I think Mr. Schuler needs the help of our
prayers—something more than timeworn or

.passing sorrows seems to trouble him."
"Now, Father Bryson," said His Grace,

.shaking his finger playfully at the young
priest, "there you are again, weaving a fairy

tale around a practical commonsense business

man. What could trouble him?"
Before Father Bryson could answer the desk

telephone rang. Taking the receiver he lis-

tened, looked surprised and said, "Why cer-

tainly I shall come"— "No, it is a real

pleasure. Thank you.

"

Placing the receiver on the hook he turned
to his Bishop saying, "This does appear like

romance, indeed. That was Mr. Schuler. He
wants me to dine with him Thursday evening.
He will be alone and wishes to talk to me about
his picture gallery."

"Well, have it j^our own way, my son, and
may God's blessing go with you!"
Another ring—but this time a very insistent

one from the hall 'phone. Father Bryson
strode out to answer, and returned saying, "A
hurry-up call from Grove and Peach streets.

I don't know^ just where it is, but the sick
person is a colored woman who is dying and
calling for the priest."

"Well, you can't go there without Malone.
The district has a most unsavory reputation.
While you prepare, 1 shall call Malone, ask
him to accompany you, or send one of his good
Catholic men, if he can't go himself. I fear
you are going to a den of vice, and you must
have the protection of the law. It may be
some trick, so don't delay long, for 1 shall be
anxious until you return."
A few minutes later blue-coated Dan Malone

made his appearance. Glory be to God,
Fatiier! 1 fear some deviltry in this. That
place is one of the worst in the city. 1 have
ordered two plain-clothes men to stand at the
corner. I'll go in with you meself, and if I
blow my whistle, they'll run to us at once,
and God help them, if they try any of their
nasty tricks; that section of the Tenth Ward
is a dirty hole."

Father Bryson carrying the Blessed Sacra*-
ment said nothing, and Dan *;,knowing the
reason respected his silence. Very soon they
reached the edge of respectability. Chinese


